Until quite recently, the family had always lived in the country. Albert had been a "cross" baby and a very poor sleeper. The father used sometimes to carry him out for long tramps through the country to put him to sleep at night.
One day, when Albert was between eight and nine years old, while he was at play on a hillside near his home, he was accidentally shot by a neighbor man. The bullet entered Albert's back after it had passed through the head of a woodchuck. The child had to be kept under ether for a couple of hours before the physician could locate the bullet which had entered close to the spine and passed into the abdomen. After the boy recovered from his wound and returned to school, he began to have trouble with his teacher who used severe methods of punishment. She charged the boy with "making faces" at her; a little later it was discovered that he had chorea which affected the nerves of his face. In the spring the doctor advised permitting Albert's withdrawal from school for the rest of the semester. He was encouraged to make a garden, and his father provided a camping outfit for him in the big yard back of his home. In June, the clinic report showed most encouraging improvement in Albert's condition. In July, work was secured for the boy on a farm within four or five miles of his home, and all of his friends were sure that the problem had been solved. Everything seemed to run smoothly for two weeks, and then, without a minute's warning, Albert appeared at his home one evening, saying that another boy had been trying all the while to get his farm job and had finally succeeded.
The 
